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HE ſeemingly whinſ ou 
Name in the Tit le Page 
of this Poem may with 
good Reaſon make the Reader curious 
to know, on what account Me tale 
it upon us : Which We intend to 


do with all the Brevigy thar's. poſe 
fable. 
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The OLD THREE (call d 


fo from their coming into the World 
together at a_Birth) are the Sons of 
|| Gregory Pickle, Teoman of Taun- | 


ton in Somerſet-Shire; and were 


born Oct. 14th. 1688. Our Mo- 


ther, who was the only Danghter of 


. Muzzer, an eminent Bar- 


ber in #boſe Parts, 9 4 2 in Child bed 
Fu. Our Fa fe ſoon after | 


unfortunately cruſhed to preces in Har- 
veſt-time, by the overturning of his 
on Maggon : aànd leading us very 
Young, and without any Thing to 
We became a Burthen 


to the I 2 
a worthy Neighbouring Gentleman : 


mo ſball be nameleſs, and whom We 
deſire to accept of this ſmall public! 
Acknowledgment for all his Favours, 


4 N. 


The Preface. 


But after ſonie Time, 


IE Reset 


com mpaſſonated. o Condition, and 
ö very hoſpitably. receive us into bis 
{| Family. When we were about: Ten 
1 of Age, be ſent us ll Three 
- | to an eminent. School in London; 
where (in our own Opinion) we foon 
made 4 Sev? Proficiency in Glaſfical 
| Learning © and being puffd up with 
- Tobi 7 auity, we reſole/d to leave 
J | School, and ſeek our Fortunes; which 
* | accordingly Ne did, Nov. 26.1 706. 
About this Time, after 4 way and 


5 | warm Controverſy between our ſelves, 
aud one Aminadab Zeal, an eminent 
0 Teacher among the Quakers, We 
z were fore d to give up the Point, and 


, | accordingly chang d our Habits. A- 
3 | minadab was « Man of admirable 
e | good Seuſe, and ſo well wersd in all 
I parts of Learning, that we began to 
g Label, He was not really, what He 


. \ appear d 


The Preface. 


appear'd to be; and we were con- 


fm d in it, by accidentally ſurprixing 
him one Morning, fumbling over his 
Beads, and paying his Devotion to 
an old, ruſty Ten- penny Nail. 
At our Entrance into the Room, He 


WAS IN ſome Confuſion; but after He 


had pretty well recover d H imſelf, He 
plainly told us, That He was a Ro- 


miſh Emiſſary. Superiour of the 


Order of the Carmelites in France, 
that himſelf” and ſome others of that 
Order in the ſame Diſguiſe had lately 
made ſeveral Proſclites; but enjoin 1 
us Secrecy, with 4 Purſe of” * 
Guineas. With this Money 
made ſeveral Attempts to ak our 
ſelves in the ' World; but meeting 
with frequent Diſap pointments, Me, 


at laſt, by the Advice of ſome of our 
F. riends, furniſh our _— with. 


T bree 


2 
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The Preface. 
Three Horſes, 4 hair of Bages, 1 


Portmanteau, and a Trumpet: Our 


Remedies and our Letters Patent 


were of our own Preparation. Being 


thus equipp d, We ſet out From Lon- 


don, and did incredible Service to 
all, who apply'd themſelves to Us - 


By this means We contrafed a vaſt 


_ Correſpondence in all Parts of the 


Kingdom; which put us to ſuch 
Expence, that having ſquander d a- 


way a great Part of what We had 


got by our Praclice, We judg d it our 
beft Way to ſell our Horſes, retire, 


and paſs the Remainder of our Days 
in a private Life, „ 


It woud be needleſs to give the 
Reader any farther Trouble at pre- 
ſent, deſigning in a ſhort Time to 


print Propoſals for publiſhing by Sub- 


ſeription 


The Preface. 
ſeription 4 full aud impartial Hiſtory 
of our whole Lives, and all our Ad. 
ventures, fence our "Father's Death, 


in two 7 olumes in Folio; Which is 
| already in * Forwards 
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Edward Bidale, Gent 


ROM I. Barks THREE kindred 


 _ (Bards unknown 
Greet thee in Numbers, artleſs Wy own; 


| Reſolv'd, like thee, to A: whit they write, 
.* Nor yet expect to get a Farthing by" N Ty 
Unihaken in Their Loyaliy, the ſame," 0 
* ondly, like Thee, they hunger after Fame, 


Their Boſoms glowing with an equal Flame. 


of 


—— ———————_— 


vide Mr. Biddle's Preface. 5 


Let others ſlain with letter Pride the Bays, 
And trick with labour” dCharms their gorgeousLaysz 
To ſtrength of Thought let others make Pretence: 


3 * Bhs 


W ſhine in Dulneſs, unallay'd with Senſe. 


So Glow-worms take their Luſtre from the Night, 


© Which diſappears with the firſt dawning Light. 


| Once on a Time the Youthful God of Song, 
Au, thus beſpoke his menial Throng: 
* Let no dull Mequams e're debaſe your Theme, 


* Aſpire, in all you write, to one Extreme; ; 


« Thro' all your Numbers this great Precept keep, 


Or let them boldly ſoar, or humbly creep: 


But both Extremes in BI DDLE?s Verſe are 
(found— 


Hark! how He creeps in SENSE, and ſoars in 


* 


— SOUND“ 


* 


Sound 


ww 
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Sound, ſound, ye bleſſed Britains, feng alaud, 
And ſ:n1 Io Pæans far above the Cuud- 


Jo ur this Day is born, a Son is given; 


Strike on your Harps, ye Sons of Earth and Heaven, 
A Royal little One, a beauteous Boy: 
O ſound; ſound forth your æuverlaſting Joy. 


Hark! *tis the roaring Guns from th Tower ſent, 


Ha ! look, look up, ſee here, the Firmament 


In ſpreading Colours from the Flames proclaim, 
The Peoples New-born Foy, and England's Fame. 


Sweet are the Hollows and melodious Cries: 


O Gods! the ſmnding Bells will rend the Skies. | 


Nor with leſs Luſtre does thy Drama thine, » 
D'urfey and Settle breath in evry Line: 
©: 4 n_ 


(4 
Inly we mourn'd the vicious, taſteleſs Age, 
And cursd the deaf, inhoſpitable Stage - 
No kind Aecendis the ſtarv'd Muſe requites 


For all Her foodleſs Days, and ſleepleſs Nights ; | 


No Brother- Wit applauds thy loyal Strains, 

But Infamy alas! rewards thy Pains! 
Evn Appr50N, for Candour known ſo long, 
* Rejects thy hapleſs, belpleſs, hopeleſs Song; : 
And TICK ELL, if the Muſe aright preſage, 
Will grudge, unrighteous Bard ! His Patronage. 


Could Father Mevius quit the wy" Urn, 
And Bavius for a while to Life return; "© 
Could Ogleby his icy Fetters break, 

And Withers from the Tyrant Duſt awake: 


— — 
* * 


r Vide Ma. Biddle's Preface.) 


How 


(57 

| / 
How would the good old Bards rejoice to fee / - 
Their Genius and their Art reviv'd in THEE? 
How would They Smile, when wond'ring They 
( beheld 
Their own divine Stupidity excelÞPd ? : 
And ſee ! methinks the laurel'd Shades ariſe! 
(Death's iron Slumber ſhaking from their Eyes) 


Immortal Dulneſs on each Brow appears, 


And theſe faint Accents ſeem to reach our Ears. 


* Thou laſt, and deareſt of our num'rous» 
(Race, 
* In whom the Image of our- ſelves we trace, 
Accept the Tribute of our hearty Thanks, 

e And of your Brethren on the Srygian Banks; 


« From whence, to hail thy Vagin Muſe, we 
( came, 


:Þ And the fut Glories of thy op'ning Name. j 


« While 


605 

« While Herzricks in Poetry abound, | 

And ſcarce a Oiler, or Sternbold can be found; 
While 75cherl fortikes the Poet's Sphere, 


F And ſways the Judgment, who ſhould charm 
(the Ear; 


4 While Rows and ADDISON our Rights - 


( invade, 
% And proſtitute to Senſe the Rhyming Trade; 


« While rugged GarrH, unheedful of the 


(Chime, 


7 With groſs, unweildly Meanings clogs his 


5 ( Rhime; 
. Boldly Tho rifſeſt up in our Defence | 


6 " Againſt the lawleſs Tyranny of Senſe, 


Bey Which long hatli lorded in th abandon'd. 


(. Town 
5 Bur pull, oh! pull the hated Idol down ; 


« From hoſtile Pens, oh! vindicate our Cauſe, 


cc Ailert and *ſtabliſh the Poetic Laws. 


Let rigid Pedants and declaiming Sthools, # 


in Star deal, and formal Grammar Rules 1 


cc « Ta 


N 
« To the ſtarch d Pleader, and the grave Divine 
Leave it in ſtubborn Argument to ſhine ; - 
Let HoA Dx, in Debate profoundly read, 
The mazy Path of | Controverſy tread, 
And with the forceful Dint of nervous Proſe, 
Baffle whole Synods, and a Cloud of Foes; - 
« While thro' each weighty. Page, divinely 

(bright, 

A Tagie Her Art, and Reaſon lends Her Light: 
on The Poet a quite diff*rent End purſues," 7 + 
Sublime on ſounding Pinions tow'rs the Muſe, 
In ſplendid, ſwelling Phraſe his Talent lies, 
Jo wrap up Nonſenſe in fallacious Guiſe; 
Melodious Words in jingling Chains to bind, 
Jo pleaſe the Fancy, not affect the Mind 1 1 


633 
'« Metre and Senſe at once! abſurd and van! 
= « What Mortal can ſuch arduous Height attain 2? 
« 'Buit here alas! how many are to blame 
« How few like TE E E by Dulneſs riſe to F ame! 
dn as Tos, tik H an Eiche Bil! 
« Heroick Nonſenſe ruſhes from thy Quill. 
& Well-pleas'd we ſaw the Muſe ſublimely riſe, 


“ Wrapt in Her Fliglit, and tow'ring to the 


(Skies; 


Each golden Line in Runick Fetters bound, 
And clad in all the Pomp of empty Sound: 
« With ſo much Eaſineſs thy Numbers flow, 

60 They cauſe not in thy Breaſt one painful 


( Throw; 


« Such pregnant Marks are ſeen, in all you've 
(writ, 


Of Belgic Learning, and Hybernian Wit. 


But 
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*© Let other, far leſs glorious Tliemes be found, 


85 Nor raſhly tread on this forbidden Ground: 


In Madrigal thy tender Genius try, 


« Or gentle Sonnet, of ſoft Elegy; 


« Or, if you would on bolder Pinions ſoar, 


« Write ſtill more Plays but write of Kings 


(no mote. 


wa Unhappy Prince! born to be went in 


(Fhime, 
ak And uſher'd into Life with fuſtian Chime ! 


* Who, when grown _ with Age” for War's 
(Alarms, 


5 Shall lead Britannia's 1 forth to Arms; 
« The Royal Youth, inſpir'd with Thirſt of 


(Fame, 
” * Amongſt our Heroes ſhall enroll His Name ; 


8 „The 


(rs 


b. 
* The Dane and the Rn: fall own His Sway, =} 
+ The.Limits of the, World—-as Poets ſay * 
* Tho', ſqueamiſn Wirt, the Locuſts of the 99 
* The firſt-born Labours of the Muſe difownz 4, 
F -Tho' the proud A&For, jealous of thy Lays, 11 
Coldly upon thy Hands returns thy Plays: Y 
q Yet ſtill write on; nor in thy Way to Fame, 4 
« Fear ought, which may Eclipſe thy riſing Sh 
(Name; | 
Nor, tho' in Drury lane you fail, deſpair - Ar 
At Windmill-hil to ſhine, and Southwark Fair; To 

« There let thy buskin'd Entree appear, 
% By clapping Cits applauded once a Tear. ] 
uy Expect 2 Round of more impartial Days, 11 
Which ſhall befund your full Arrears of Praiſe ; ” 

+ Vide Mr. Bidale's Poem. Page f. « When 


1 1 2 


55 « When From their Cobwebs all our Works ſhall 
rife, 
No longer doom d to Grocers, and Mitic'd: S., ; 


« At Toaſors draw the Eyes of all that paſs, 
And prqudly glitter thro' the Chryſtal Glaſs. 
Let Dennis ſnarl, and Nature boaſt her Spight. 
„ Maugre both Nature, and the Critick write 
: Thus ſpoke the Rev'rend Bards,and ſunk toNight. 
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Fomive the Muſe, if anxious for thy Praiſe! | 
She follows Fancy thre' Her wanton Maze; 


And from the Tomb bids the wak d Dead ariſe, 
Jo oon that * orth, which living Men deſpiſe. 


pls ed p unt Als en ba 
Nor bluſh, O! Laurel'd Youth ! if, thro? our 


( Verſe 
| Faply ſome faint and plimm ring Meaning pieroe: : 


On, 
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Or, if Tou ought ſhould ſpy, ſave Scund and 


| Rhime, 
| Pardoti for once th? involthtary Crime 30 0 | Ar 


A Crime; which wayward Nature may atone ; 
For wayward Nature is to Thinking prone; 
And often as We write, ſome Random Beam 
Ot Light breaks thro: the Gloom, and mars the 

x 1 heme. 

Of Nonſenſe You alone maintain the Sway, 

Nor will thy Night admit one Glimpſe of Day; 
But ſew in Dulneſs miy contend with Tit E, 5 
For few are gifted in the ſafe Degrer; on Fu 
Ev'n WE to thy ſuperivr Getius yield, 
And r himſelf muſt qu the F eld: 
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8 
1 Accept our Mite, the Squeezings of our Brain, 
And add THREE Poets to the Muſe's Train. 


Compos d by The OLD THREE, | 


December 19. 
L IR 
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R. Biddles Poem being 
4 the - firſt of the Sort, 
that ever yet appeard in 
Publick, in our humble Opinion 


it ſeems to require a farther Illuſ- 


tration, than thoſe few References 
He has made at the Bottom of 
each Page: Which References 


being only explanatory of the 
Senſe, (where, in His Judgment, 
it ſeems obſcure;) We hope, 
he'll pardon us, if for the Far- 


ther 
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our Own; 2 
Paſſages, what Authors (We 
judge) He had i in View. 
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Throw » "Þ meaner Thoughts, tha long, have 
84 2. EF. la . 
17 give The Room for! this important Dey. ä 


i 


A very hays | mitation of ; irgit's v Ath Eclogue, 
line 1ſt. ow. 


Si celides, Muſe, paulo majora cana mus. 


« Page a lane s b era 


— 1 take RAPE 8 10 


Poetical Licence. 


Page Ditto, L. Sth. 


6 Here, Boy, ah all 
The Penknife too, you little prating EV; 
1 Joy and nine runs quite beyond it Self 


Same enen — 1 Ti er nom I think; 


N The er cleave me now p —H, old, pritbee fetch the 
xx. 
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We cart but take notice, that Mr. Biddle ſtill te- 
members the old Precept in Qui mibi , 

| Scalpellum, Calami, Atramentum, Charta, Gal 

1 (be B 
Sint ſemper Stodiis Arma Parata t tuis. ; 
Page Ditto, Line 13. 
' Whoever calls, ſay I am not at Home. 


Query, whether Mr. Biddle was afraid of Duns? - 


Page Ditto, Lins ult. 
Nor can I tell my ſelf my Thoughes P roam. 
We ſhould have — as much, if you had not 
told us 20 | 
Page 5. L. 2. 
Tell em, whoeer they are, Im gone to Heav'n. 
The OLD THREE . deſire to be inform'd, 


N whether the Poet does not mean Fool's Paradiſe. 
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Page Ditto, L. 4. 

Now ſweet my Mu. 

Obſerve how artfully He wheedles his Muſe, 
Page Ditto, L. 10. 


The God of Sleep ſhall wake, and with His Lead 
Strike up @ Tune of Foy to rouze the Dead. 


Rare Muſick, no Doubt ! upon a Leaden Inſtru- 
ment! We more than ſuſpect, that Mr. Biddle's 
Lyre is made of the ſame Metal. 


Page 8. L. 11. 


Here the unerring Thought may think S, ecure. 


The Poet ſeems here to own Infallbility ; We 
hope, He is not a Papiſt in Diſguiſe. = 5 
Soph age 
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Page 9. L. 3. 


A not ber Branch to view the World appears, 
BY And gives a Proſpect of -_ happy Tears. 


In Allufion to ſeveral Paſſages j in Firgits 4th Ee. 


| logue. 


Page Ditto, L. 9. 


With loyal Blaſt make you tbe Palace ring. 


If By loyal Blaſts The Poet means Huzza 8, he is 
dear to remember, that the Court is is no Bear- 
Garden. 9 5 


0,1 * 
2 — — 
ren l — — pt rnee A 2 
: $ —— 
* 


Page Ditto, I. 10. 


Cengrarulare tbe Bale — 
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Ain to a Cuſtow among the ata; 1 


Page | 


— 8 
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Page 10. L. 1. 


So tbe bleſwd Princeſs, lu in ber Charme, 
Preſſing the Royal Infant in her Arms, : 
His Innocence and Smiles drive Cares away, 

And ſhew the Proſpet of a Happy Day. 
The Beauty of this Simile lies in the admirable 


Connexion it has with the former part of the 
Fan. 


Page 10. L. g. 


His every Feature (bews the Royal Line. 
Did you ever ſee Him, Ned Biddle ? 


* 

1 

| 

X 
f = 

is A . CS 2 
„*“? ˙—⅜ r nt ee rt 

SSA Greed TG dt 


2 


" Rs a I 
þ a 4 A Ad GY; ra ons 2 
enter age net” — — $2 — _— — —ů 5 * — 3 — 
——ä 


edo not Do ubt, but 
in His Eye chat of Ovid, 
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